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One-Shot 


"You wanna fuck me?" 

Jon isn't drunk enough to say something like this, Richie knows it. 

Sometimes, when Jon is shitfaced on booze or coke or some miraculous, unholy balance of the two, he says 
stuff like this. And it takes everything in Richie that he holds morally and ethically precious to force a good- 
natured laugh, inform his friend of his excessive intoxication and bad judgment, and see him to his room (and 


into the oblivion of sleep) before he does anything stupid. 


But tonight, Jon has had exactly two Budweisers and a shot of Wild Turkey, and he is just plain not hammered 
enough to start into this. 


"You're not drunk," Richie says. 
Grinning, Jon replies, "You prefer me drunk?" 


His eyes sparkle when he says it. Not a hint of the dullness of drunkenness. Hell. 


"That's not what | mean," Richie says. 
"What do you mean?" Jon purrs, leaning in closer to Richie's ear. 


"| mean you're usually smashed when you start the cock tease stuff," Richie says, a tiny flash of anger flaring 
and fizzling inside him even before his statement has disappeared from the air. To his surprise, Jon actually 


flinches a bit before his eyes narrow and the dirty grin rekindles. 


"What if | ain't teasing?" the man muses. "What if | told you | been finger-fucking myself in the shower 
pretending it's you?" 


Richie groans and shoves Jon away a little before standing. "Fuck you, man" 
"You think I'm kidding?" 


"Yeah, | do think you're kidding, and it's fucked up, me sitting here with a hard-on, listening to you doing this 
fucked up shit you do, and | don't know why." 


Jon stands and nails him with a stare so intense it makes Richie's knees almost buckle. "| was thinking about 


getting a shower now. Try me." 


He is halfway across the living room of the hotel suite before he pauses, as if considering something. Then he 


glances over his shoulder. "I've gotten up to three fingers a buncha times. Think | can handle it?" 


Richie watches him disappear through the door of the master suite, and tries to steady his head. There is a 
part of him, a part in his brain, the part of him that makes good decisions like brushing his teeth every day 
that tells him this is the stupidest thing Jon could ever be doing right now. The stupidest thing that Richie 


could be doing, staring at the bedroom door instead of leaving the suite right this moment. 


But he's already imagining what it would feel like to have his dick inside Jon, and it is precisely the stupidity of 
it that makes it so appealing. 


He hears the shower water start running and a flush of excitement roars through his body, wiping the 


rational thoughts from him. What were the cons again? Something about bad judgment and brushing his teeth.. 
Fuck it. 


He finds Jon already naked and semi-bent over the sink vanity, inspecting his face in the mirror. "You think it's 
getting time to ditch the eyeliner?" he says. He glances over his shoulder again like he did in the living room, 
his hair sweeping over bare shoulders that are tilted up and forward, creating an exquisite and sinuous line of 


uninterrupted flesh from shoulder to hip. 


Richie moves up behind him, close, almost expecting him to move away, finally admit to the joke, but knowing in 
a larger way that he won't. Jon's breath slithers out of him when he feels Richie's body mold against his. 


"Do you really want it?" Richie asks, pressing himself so deep against Jon that the man's thighs spread against 
the edge of the counter. "From me?" 


"Yeah," Jon says. "Bad" 


Richie yanks himself back off his friend's willing body and spins him toward the waiting shower. "Get in and 


warm up," he says. 

He begins to undress, watching Jon step into the flow of water and pull the frosted door closed behind him. 
The man becomes a blurry pinkish silhouette behind the pane, stretching luxuriously beneath the cascade of 
steaming water, and Richie stands and watches him for awhile, eating up the details of the way he moves. 
Then a thought occurs to him. A nasty and compelling thought. 

He slides the door open and waits for Jon to turn to him, knowing Jon knows he's there, because the ambient 
temperature of the room has stolen into the cavity of the shower and caused goosebumps to prickle the 
man's skin. When Jon finally turns around, there are damp strands of Aqua Net-sticky hair stuck to his 
forehead, and his eyeliner is running, and he smiles. 


Richie smiles back and says, "You're not warming up for me. Get those fingers in there." 


For a moment, Jon's smile fixes in place, attempting to mask his surprise. And then it relaxes into a devilish 
half-grin as he swipes the wayward hair back from face. "You still think I'm kidding, don't you?" 


"No," Richie says. "And neither am |. Fuck yourself." 

Jon's eyes narrow. "Only if you get in here and warm up with me." 

He turns his back to Richie and allows the water to ripple over him again, sopping his hair and drenching the 
curves and angles of his body. Richie steps in behind him and closes the door, sealing them into the cocoon of 
heat and white noise. He curls his hands around the hardness of Jon's upper arms, and presses his mouth 
against his shoulder. 

Jon squirms a little beneath the ministrations. "That's not what | meant," he coos. 

"| know." 

For a brief few seconds, Richie feels his friend's body begin to soften beneath his hands and his lips, begin to 


accept the attention. Jon presses his palms against the shower wall, allowing his chest to droop against his 
forearms, and his cheek to press to the wet tile. His hips are pushed backward, into Richie's body, and Richie 


pushes back against him, drawing a low moan from Jon that mingles with the pounding of the water. 

Richie moves a hand down, his fingers sliding into the cleft of Jon's ass, seeking out the timid little ring there, 
and he wonders for a fraction of an instant if Jon was just dirty-talking when he claimed having taken three 

fingers in here on multiple occasions, with the implication he had enjoyed the experience. But the thought has 

barely brushed his mind when Jon flicks the intruding hand away. 


"Its mine first, remember?" 


"All right," Richie murmurs, moving just a little to his side and battling the urge to lay teeth into the 


vulnerable curve of neck and shoulder again 
Jon picks up the bottle of hotel-issue shampoo and wiggles it at Richie. "Think this'll do?" 


"| don't know," Richie says, struggling to maintain the sense of authority he's been barely feeling for the last 
few minutes. "Why don't you demonstrate it for me and we'll see.” 


Jon clicks open the cap of the bottle with his thumb and wiggles it again "Gimme your hand" 
"Thought it was yours first’ 

"Ht is. You gotta rub your cock" 

Holding out a hand, Richie chuckles and says, "Why? Hs already hard as a fucking rock" 


"| know," Jon says, squirting a tremendous pile of shampoo into his friend's palm. "Don't lose your load, though. | 
want it in me." 


Richie's thoughts blink out like the fraction of a second before falling asleep or before tumbling into an orgasm, 
and he shoves Jon chest-first against the shower wall with his forearm. His gel-filled hand gropes his friend's 


ass, lubing the hot crevice before reaching beneath and between the man's thighs. 


Jon pops up onto his toes for a moment as Richie grabs first his balls, then his dick, his forearm slipping 
between Jon's ass cheeks and rocking there with the rhythm of his stroking hand. 


Wilting a little, Jon pushes himself back and down against the onslaught. "Don't stop," he moans. "Don't stop..." 
"Thought you wanted my dick in you." 


Jon makes a sound that is halfway between a groan and a whine and grinds himself a little harder against 


Richie's arm. 


"Mmm, you really aren't kidding, are you?" 


"| fucking-- told you--" 


Richie pulls his hand back through the man's now-shivering thighs and pushes two fingers up his ass without 
warning. Jon's head lolls back and Richie puts his mouth to his friend's ear. 


"You're tight. | don't think you could take me." 

"Make me take you," Jon gasps. 

The urge to plunge his dick full into Jon right that moment sweeps over Richie, but he takes a deep breath, 
then two, before spreading his buried fingers open, as wide as he can, twisting and turning them inside the hot 
little ring of muscle. 

Jon bounces a little against his efforts. "Do another," he coaxes. 

Richie obliges, and massages a little more, circling his fingers until he feels a distinct relaxation, that moment 
of trust and hunger when he knows Jon will receive him easily; the knowledge of it spins through Richie's chest 


like a sudden storm. 


"You want me now?" he murmurs into his friend's ear, even while he pulls the bottle of shampoo down to 


squirt along the length of his aching cock. 

"Yeah..." 

Richie shoves himself into Jon until his hips are molded to the curves of the other man's ass, and Jon is once 
again driven up onto his toes, this time clawing ineffectually at the sleek porcelain of the shower wall to 
ground himself. 

A surge of impending climax snaps through Richie's body sooner than he ever anticipated, and he reaches 
around and snags Jon's dick, rubs it deep and fast. Jon shivers to his core, vibrations Richie can feel pulsing 


his own dick as he listens to the animal whimpers the man releases into the hum of the shower water. 


Jon comes first, but only by a moment. Richie rests his forehead on the man's shoulder as they both catch 


their breath. 
After a minute, Jon is the first to speak. "So what now?" he asks. Richie's dick is still inside him, still hard. 
"| don't know," Richie says. "We're not drunk enough for this.” 


Jon ponders this for a few seconds that feel like years, then says, "We still got that Wild Turkey.’ 


END 


